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Sunday,June  27  - 

It  began  to  grow  foggy  yesterday  afternoon  and  by  night  it  was  decidedly 
so  but  the  constant  blowing  failed  to  disturb  me  after  I  once  settled  myself  in  that 
two  by  four  state-room.  I  vow  one  has  no  room  for  an  extra  pin  and  beyond  all 
question  it  is  necessary  to  go  into  the  passage  way  to  change  one's  mind  and  when 
I  dress  I  positively  have  to  have  my  feet  on  the  wall  hooks.  One  dare  not  place 
his  feet  and  his  shoes  on  the  floor  at  the  same  time,  that  is  providing  his  feet  and  the 
shoes  that  fit  them  are  of  a  full  grown  size.  After  suppressing  all  ideas  because  of 
limited  space  in  which  to  express  them  I  slept. 

So  far  I  have  not  been  the  least  ill,  in  fact  no  suggestion  of  it.  But  I  did 
feel  the  want  of  food.  After  a  mild  breakfast  it  was  joyful  to  find  our  steamer  chairs 
and  after  a  constitutional  with  Mr.  Chipman  I  fell  to  and  read  installment  number 
two  of  steamer  letters.  Soon  there  came  the  call  to  church.  We  all  gathered 
in  the  dining  saloon  where  the  Episcopal  service  was  held.  The  room  is  just  a 
bower  of  flowers  constantly.  Gifts  to  sailing  passengers.  This  morning  a  bunch 
of  American  beauties  were  on  our  table  and  the  card  showed  that  they  were  gifts 
of  Mrs.  Ethel  Roosevelt . 

By  dinner  time  I  was  downright  hungry  and  a  good  hearty  dinner  made  me 
feel  like  a  new  moon.  More  lolling  about  in  a  steamer  chair  and  then  Mr.  Hogelton 
appeared  with  a  book  of  Kipling  verse  and  read  aloud  to  me  until  I  was  bored  to 
death  but  I  bravely  tried  to  look  appreciative  and  sort  of  half  intelligent,  in  the  latter 
effort  I  failed  utterly.  This  boat  is  filled  with  gluttons.  One  comfortably  recovers 
from  his  breakfast  when  a  cup  of  broth  and  a  cracker  is  thrust  upon  one,  then  you 
walk  off  that  food  attack  and  the  bugle  sounds  for  luncheon. 

Just  a  mere  interlude  and  it  is  time  to  receive  Russian  tea  and  cake  and 
buttered  bread  from  a  steward.  In  hot  pursuit  comes  the  call  to  dinner  -  so  the 
day  wears  on.  Tonight  we  chatted  and  scraped  with  a  Mr.  Brown  from  the  South 
and  that  helped  some  until  finally  I  made  a  cruel  remark  in  an  utterly  cruel  way 
and  he  flew  as  though  he  had  been  shot  out  of  a  gun. 

Of  course  that  filled  us  with  grief  but  after  sufficiently  recovering  we 
went  out  in  the  bow  where  we  experienced  a  lot  of  motion  and  incidentally  listened 
to  the  sailors  singing  -  one  rollicking  Italian  sang  soulfully.  The  only  other 
recreation  aside  from  listening  to  the  orchestra  is  the  watching  of  the  steerage 
passengers,  among  them  being  an  Italian  family  consisting  of  father,  mother, 
infant  in  arms  and  six  others,  the  oldest  apparently  about  years.  Our  bath 
time  is  from  5  to  5:45  -  all  the  other  times  are  taken  so  it  is  certain  that  we 
shall  catch  the  worms  every  morning.  I  just  cannot  dlsortate  on  the  passengers 
as  yet  because  there  has  not  been  sufficient  time  to  observe  them  save  from  afar. 
There  is  a  decided  scarcity  of  men,  more  's  the  pity. 


